PUCK BUILDING, New York, September 18th, 1912. 
VOL. LXXII.. No. 1855 Copyright, 1912, by Keppler & Schwarzmann. Entered at N. Y. P. O. as Second-class Mail Matter PRICE TEN CENTS. 





THE ANGEL OF THE SHOW. 











Published by 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 


J. KEPPLER, Pres., A. SCHWARZMANN, Vice-Pres., 
ELA 


. A. CARTER, Sec. and Treas. 
295-309 Lafayette Street, New York. 


IT’S A SHAME 
TO ADMIT IT. 


— protected _ interests, 

through their organs of 
publicity, are uttering the 
same old dismal warning. They warn Ameri- 
can Labor that if the Democrats triumph and 
the tariff is lowered factories everywhere will 
close, because without tariff protection it will 
be impossible for their owners to compete with 
foreign labor. Stripped of all delicacy, this 
simply means that without the tariff American 
industries cannot exist; that their products are 
so inferior to those made elsewhere that without 
a subsidy from the Government 
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force to MurpHy in New York. The Governor 
states that he found Smitn’s_ influence — 
and a very active influence it was — “work- 
ing steadily but covertly against everything 
that has substituted hope and pride for 
discouragement and shame in the politics of 
New Jersey.” Further, that Smiru “could not 
and would not lend himself to any program 
of genuinely progressive legislation.” This 
kind of talk sends cold chills of trepidation 
down the spines of Democrats of the old 
school—those who believe in outward appear- 
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ances rather than inward sincerity, and whose 
motto is harmony at any price—but it stiffens 
the backbone and the 
Democrat of the new school whose democracy 


cheers the heart of 
is something more than a campaign label. 
SMITH, as the Governor reminds his constituents, 
fought at every point the reforms which made 
for purer politics and genuine representative 
government in New Jersey, and Murpny, at 
the head of the Tammany delegation at Balti- 
more, fought the same and still more vital re- 
forms by opposing to the bitter end the nomi- 

nation of WILSON for President. 





their proprietors could not be 
in business; that nobody, here 
or elsewhere, wants to buy an 
American article, and. that 
American industries have to be 
supported; Tie charities, at the 
public expense. ‘This is not a 
reckless exaggeration. One 
cannot read the solemn warn- 
ings aforesaid without getting 
just this impression. The 
Socialists propose that the 
Government take over and 
operate a// industries. Why 
not ?—when, according to the 
organs of high protection, the 
Government is practically sup- 
porting many of them now? 
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|r Governor WILSON considers 

SMITH a menace to Democ- 
racy in New Jersey, what can 
he think of Murpuy in New 
York? It is true that New 
Jersey is the Governor’s home 
State, and his position as 
Governor there gave him the 
official right to speak his mind 
without laying himself open to 
the charge of meddling; but 
every good citizen knows that 
whatever WiLsoN may have 
said about the menace of 
SmirH in New Jersey applies 
with equal, if not with greater, 








SMITH is eminently “respect- 
able,” while MurpuHy isa grad- 
uate of the Tammany school 
of politics, but both are tarred 
with the same stick in so far as 
their relation to the new 
Democracy is concerned. No 
man who wants to believe that 
the Democratic Party stands 
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ELIZA CROSSING THE ICE 


Exiza.—If I ever expect to make it, I must chuck this kid! 


for democracy can believe it 
with intelligence while S-m-i-t-h 
spells Democracy in New Jersey 
and M-u-r-p-h-y spells Democ- 
racy in New York. Governor 
WILSON cannot oppose 
without opposing the other. 
Nor can he denounce. ‘Their 
political aims, and 
sympathies are at bottom iden- 
tical, and they brook no good 
to the sort of Democracy that 
Wooprow WILSON stands for. 


one 





objects, 


be 3 

THERE is nothing like being 

optimistic, and a fine lesson 
in optimism was the way in 
which the three parties, Demo- 
cratic, Republican, and Bull 
Moose, received the news of the 
Vermont election. 
crats were greatly encouraged. 
The Republicans took heart in 
consequence of it. The Bull 
Moose let out a bellow of satis- 
faction. What’s the answer? 


The Demo- 
































THE THIRD PARTY. 
BUT IN NO SENSE PROGRESSIVE. 


YOUTH AND. AGE. - HAS been reported that even the old woman who lived in a shoe 


HE young man looked and shook his head. insisted on having it several sizes too small! 


“1 guess I won't tackle that job,” he said. 

“This life’s too short. I'd be old and gray 
Before I could get it half under way. 

I don’t mind work when it’s worth the while, 

But a job like that—well, it’s not my style!”’ 






The old man said: “It’s a tedious task, “ Ue ii Y : - 
But I'll do my best if that’s all you ask. J ‘ i WS Sa a : } 
’T will take five years at the best I can do; i. WS: * re eo o— 
But give me time, and I’ll worry it through. ry we ; rt Aes 


Can’t even get started before next spring, 
But there’s nothing like keeping right at a thing!” 
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He was stiff and slow, and not overly strong, 
But he plugged and doddered and pottered along. 
His each day’s work seemed a tiny one, 
But he toiled and toiled till the thing was done. 
How much the world would achieve, in sooth, 
If patient Age had the vim of Youth! 
Walter G. Doty. 
ed 


REVENUE, 


(7 upon a time there lived a king who was good, but vision- 
ary. ‘I propose,” he announced, “to govern my subjects 
so well that they will have very few troubles to drown.” 
- “But, sire,” the chancellor of the exchequer protested, “con- 
sider the effect on the sale of excise stamps for bottled goods!” - . 
The king, as it turned out, was not too visionary to be given pause. "T WAS EVER THUS. 
“Of course,” he made haste to say, “TI intend to be guilty of as much THE Man.—Isn’t the water rather cold at this time of year? 
misgovernment as shall be necessary for revenue only!” Tue Kip.—Oh, it’s somethin’ terrible! I wouldn't go in only 
Moral: There’s a soul of goodness in things evil. me father told me not ter! 








— people instinctively know a good thing when they see it; others think, 
it ought to take notice of them. 
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SMITH JENKINS’S COW. 


HEN I hear of a man going broke in the stock-market, after 
making a million dollars or so, and just because he 
didn’t have the sense to quit when he had enough,” 
said Uncle Caleb Tollerby, “I always think of Smith 

Jenkins and shis cow. 

“Smith was running the old David Johnson farm over on the 
Weston road) He wasn’t what you’d call a great farmer, and he 
never got very rich at it; but he was as honest in most things as the 
most of us, and he made a good husband and father. The only trouble 
with Smith was that he was pretty grasping. He hated to let go of a 
deal until he ’d wrung the last ten-cent piece out of it. And let me tell 
you, boys, the fellow who is n’t willing once in a while to give somebody 
else just a little the best of it in a bargain is going to get caught up 
short sometime. 

“Smith went to the Boxford fair one day, and somehow—perhaps 
Smith had drinked a little too much cider, being a sort of holiday— 
somebody sold him a black cow. She was a big, wedgy, beefy critter 
enough, and you would have said she was a good animal except for 
one drawback. She wasn’t quite all there 
as regards her milking apparatus. Where 
most cows have a complete set of 
four teats, this black cow had 
one big one—twice as big 
as it ought to be— 
and three little ones 
only half as big as», 
they ought to be. © 
She was what you’d 
call a freak cow, and 
we never saw one 
like her round these 
parts, though we ’ve 
seen ‘three-titters’ 
a-plenty. 

“Now, if Smith 
had been real wise, 
he’d uv said nothing, 
but called the 
butcher after he got 
that cow, and beefed 
her right away, put- 
ting the deal down to 
profit and loss, with 
something on the 
credit side for ex- 
perience. But Smith 
would n’t do that. 
He didn’t want to 
give in that he had 
been stuck, and he 
wanted to watch his 
chance and get rid of her to 
somebody else, and so he hung 
on to her like grim death. 

“ Pretty soon, as luck would have it, 
he got his chance. Herb Woods,—a 
cousin or second cousin or something in the relative line to Smith,—gave 
notice that he had sold his farm and was going to auction off everything 
and move to Jdaho to try irrigation farming. Which Herbert cught to 
succeed at, if the irrigating he did at the bar of the hotel, every time he 
went to town, could be taken as a sample. The minute Smith Jenkins 
heard of the auction he went to Herbert and got permission to include 
that old black cow among the stock to be put up. 

“Luck seemed to be running in Smith’s direction at last. The price 
of beef was way up in the sky—and a cow that wasn’t worth taking 
home for anything she’d do at the pail was bringing thirty-five dollars 
or more for the flesh and bones. Smith, by the way, in exchange for 
permission to include his one-titter with Herbert's stock, was acting as 
treasurer, putting down the sales in a blank-book, and the names and 
prices, and so forth. So he sat right under the nose of the auctioneer, 
where he could tip him the wink when it came to bidding on his cow. 

«¢ What about this cow?’ says the auctioneer, when the black one 
was pulled into the middle of the barnyard. 

“ Herbert Woods—posing as the owner of the animal—said some- 
thing in a mumbling voice about “Ais cow being just what you see—‘ you 
can see what she is yourself, gentlemen’ —but he did n’t have the face to 





crack her up very high, so nothing was mentioned about her pe-culiar 
arrangement underneath. 

** How much am I offered?’ shouts the auctioneer. 

«Twenty-five dollars,’ says the butcher. 

“*Gosh! Beef zs high,’ says I to myself. 

“<«Twenty-six!’ ‘Twenty-seven!’ ‘Thirty!’ ‘Thirty-two!’ And 
so it went, the price going up a dollar or two at a time, until it got to 
thirty-five. Then it went up fifty cents at a time until it was thirty- 
eight. ‘Then there was-a halt. 

‘Smith looks up at the auctioneer and says in a quiet way: ‘ Thirty- 
eight-fifty.’”. The butchers—and a lot of other people who had come from 
a distance—did n’t know, of course, that Smith was bidding on his own 
cow. Sooneof the butchers says ‘Thirty-nine,’ after doing some mental 
figuring; and we all could see that ¢47¢ was about the limit. It was more 
than the critter was worth, even to slaughter. 

“ But the fact was, I guess, that Smith Jenkins had set his heart on 
getting forty dollars for that cow after he’d seen what prices stock were 
fetching. ‘Ihe auctioneer palavered and palavered. He said ‘Thirty- 

nine, thirty-nine, thirty-nine,’ over and over, 

and waited and waited —and I could see 

that Smith’s hand with the pencil 

in it was trembling with 

excitement and 
greediness. 

“Finally Smith 
looked up at the 
auctioneer and said 
—his voice was so 
dry it was nothing 
more than a whisper 
—‘ Thirty-nine-fifty.’ 

“That meant now 
that anyone who bid 
again would have to 
bid forty dollars — 
and Smith would go 
home about the 
luckiest man in the 
county. 

“«Thirty-nine-fifty 
I am offered—thirty- 
nine dollars and fifty 
cents I am bid,’ yells 
the auctioneer. 
% ‘Who'll make it 

forty? Somebody 

say forty! Somebody 
say forty. Somebody 
say forty. Somebody 
say forty/’ But nobody said 

forty. ‘There wasn’t a sound. 

The butchers looked around and began to 
walk away. Smith’s fingers wriggled. He 
scratched one leg with the other nervous- 















“ 4h? — - ” ’ 
Smith's face was awful to look at. like. He looked around at the people— 


and he could n’t keep a frightened, plead- 
ing-like kind of expression from showing plainly on his face. 

“The auctioneer gave Smith all the time in the world — because he 
knowed the circumstances. He shouted, and waved his hands, and 
cracked jokes, and pleaded for forty dollars. No use. ‘The butchers 
shrugged their shoulders and shook their heads decidedly. And so, finally, 
the auctioneer had to say: 

“* Sold for thirty-nine dollars and fifty cents—to Smith Jenkins!’ — 
and Smith had bought his own cow. 

“Smith’s face was awful to look at. I walked away. I couldn't 
bear to see him. cae 

“And that’s why, fellows, when I hear of a man going broke be- 
cause he could n’t let well enough alone in the stock-market, or any 
other business, I always say to myself: “He’s bought back his own 


cow. Freeman Tilden. 


NO ROOM FOR DOUBT. 


gyre ATTORNEY.—You are sure it was our Flyer that killed your 
mule? What makes you so positive ? 
"Rastus.—He dun licked ebry other train on de road 


n his wife’s eyes a man is a gambler when he loses; in the eves of his 
associates he is a gambler when he wins. 
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THE INFLUENCE OF THE MONAKER. 


q DON’T know how much of the blame for the effect on the possessor 
of .a name belongs to the name itself, and how much of it should 
be charged to heredity,” philosopessimistiruminatingly remarked the Old 
Codger, “ but it is certain that the name exercises a potent influence in 
shaping the career of its wearer. In 
striving to live up or down to it, he 
rises or falls, according to the gen- 
eral trend and tendency of his 
name toward wisdom or dam- 
foolishness. 

“The Puritans, for in- 
stance, had rough-edged, 
three-cornered names, 
and they were all lank and 
lantern-jawed, and as im- 
movable in their bigotry as the 

rock-ribbed hills on which they 
lived. Either the stern parents 
who bestowed those grim and sombre 
names on the children transmitted their 
unswerving intolerance to them along with 
their flinty physiognomies and their eco- 
nomical dispositions, or else the influence 
of the names themselves did the work. 
“T have never known a boy by the 
name of Roy who was of any value 
except to count one when the cholera 
raged; the name seemed to seep the 
vigor and tum-tum clear out of him. 
Lester and Guy and Egbert and 
Ivor make excellent given points 
for parades to march past, and 
that is about all. Name a boy Eu- 
gene, and he will forthwith learn the 
barber’s trade. Claude and Herbert and 
Oscar will be thin-necked ninnies. Waldo will be tongue-tied as sure 
as pop, and Leon will be lop-eared. If he is named Sidney the boy 
will be a gawk for life. I once knew a doting couple to name their 
infant son Cyril, and he had fits to the day of his death. 

“When little Ezra becomes a man he will shave his upper lip and 
become a deacon, and Amos will be either an undertaker or the keeper 
of the poorhouse, and stingier than stone-soup in either event. ‘The 
name of Chauncey will drive its possessor to drink, or else he will wear 
little dabs of side-whiskers in front of his ears and go on the Chautau- 
qua platform, which is almost as repulsive as the drink habit. Name a 
boy William, and if he remains so he will be a solid citizen and have the 
respect of all whe know him. But if he becomes Will he will be a 
drummer for a millinery house, or sing tenor, or both. If he degener- 
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IDEAS OF LITTLE WiLLIE.- I. 


WILLIE’s IDEA OF A TRAMP STEAMER. 


THE 


ates into Billy he will be either a politician or a comedian, and if he 
slides clear down to Bill he will be a bartender, a train-robber, or a 
village constable, and the worst of these is either of the others. 

“The best way to insure a boy’s future respectability and usefulness 
is to bestow upon him some plain, common name, like John or James 
or Henry, and incidentally strap him as occasion seems to demand.” 

Tom P. Morgan. 


WHERE NIGHTS ARE SIX MONTHS LONG. 


2 geen es Doctor. — You say that your husband is a confirmed 
somnambulist ? 
SOMNAMBULIST’S WiFE.—Yes, doctor. 
hundreds of miles! 


Why, some nights he walks 


IT WAS. 
Thought I was assisting at 


WHAT 


pre had a lovely dream last night. 
a big social function. 
Rover.—I did n’t know you cared for them ? 
Fipo.—I don’t usually, but this happened to be a cat-show. 


H° gives twice who gives quickly because the collectors come around 
later on and hit him for another subscription. 


VARIETY IS THE SPICE OF LIFE. 





HE 


AS A CHILD, 


NAP cee or 














AS A MAN, HE FEARED THE LIGHT. 
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A LITTLE BIT OFF THE TOP. 
A PASSING AIRSHIP HELPS FARMER UPLAND TO GET IN HIS HAY. 


THE MAN WHO HESITATED. “Ts n’t my Work up to as good a standard as Formerly?” he asked 
Wri ae ee the Editor. 
Os there was a Writer who gave great Fromise Of a brillant Career, “Oh, yes, > the Editor replied doubtfully. “I think it is about as 
He had Ideas, Industry, and a good style. He assaulted the good as Formerly.” . 
Editorial Offices with a Right Good Will, and soon had the Editors “Then why doesn't it take so well? Why aren't the Editors so 


eating out of his Hand. ; cnilidiiatiin ima aan 
In a very short time his Work had a “It is hard to explain These Things,” said the Editor, “but, just to 
peared mm & score of the best Publi- Hazard a Guess, I should say that you mistook a ‘Temporary Success 
cations. Old Friends compli- for Fame. ‘The Editors were enthusiastic about vou because you were 


ted him anc ‘riends , ai ‘ . 
mented oo © 1 New Friends a Young Writer who showed Great Promise, but just when you should 
sought him out. , 












‘ have been redeeming that Promise you rested on your oars. There are 
But he said to Himself one so many Writers who can and will that we have little time for those who 
EEE Clee : 
rey ine ’ Moral: He who Hesitates needs above all things a Follow-Up 
reached what I set out System in his business. Ellis O. Jones 
after. If evera Man was 


Famous, I am Famous. 
Why work any more?” 
Having reached this 
Conclusion he quit work- 
ing. He sought the 
Leisure Spots of Earth 
and listened to the Melli- 
fluous words of Praise 
which Admirers poured 
over him with Lavish 

Tongue. 
Finally, however, his 
HE HAD A STEP-MA. Funds ran short, and he started 
in once more to write and to 














“Say, Pop, Adam was wiser than Solomon, ; = 9° err - 
all right.” Bombard the Editors with his 


“How do you make that out, James?” Manuscripts. But his Manu- 

“ Why, Adam had only one wife!” scripts came back tohim. He 
could n’t understand it. He 

continued his Efforts, but the Manuscripts continued to come back. 
One Day he went to see one of the Editors who had formerly been 
Friendly. ‘I'he Editor made him wait in the outer office longer than 
in old days, but finally granted an Interview. Thereupon the Writer 

















DURING THE FLIGHT. 


made it known that he had come for an Open and a Frank Criticism. ‘THE SPECTATOR. — Hey, Billy, look at the hydroplane! 


few men, perhaps, would rather find fault than eat, but most men 
prefer to do both, making one the occasion of the other. 
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THE |CATSPA Ww 


» that 4e American workingman got wise? 











HE three of them had made a killing in wheat. 
It all started when Williams—Williams was the 
trio’s Aramis—had got it into his head 
that ‘‘accumulated moisture was good 
for crops.’’ We’ve had so 
much rain, reasoned the 
sagacious Williams, that it 
won’t make any difference ow dry it 
gets now. If wheat goes up on a 
drought-scare, it’s a cinch to sell it short 
and make a barrel of money. 

So, when May began to go up on the 
strength of a little drought in South 
Dakota, Williams got together his pals 
and told them that accumulated mois- 
ture was good for crops—and all the rest 
of it. They believed him and went into 
it with all they were worth. ‘Two weeks 
later the three had more money than 
they had ever before had in their lives. 

And now they were celebratiug it— 
Williams partictlarly—celebrating it as 
only a lucky market plunge can be cele- 
brated. Porthos and the other one got 
enough of it after a while, but Williams 
would n’t go home. ‘‘You’ve had 
enough,” they kept telling him, but to 
their entreaties he would only reply that 
‘‘enough was just one more.”’ 

They left him, finally, in the Astor, 
confidentially telling one of the bar- 
keepers that it had been a great season 
for wheat and that the accumulated mois- 
ture was what had done the business. 
‘* Accumulated moisture will do the busi- 
ness for you if you don't look out,’’ they 
told him, as they left. ‘‘If you accumu- 
late any more it ’ll stick in your crop.”’ 

*’S all right, ’s all right,’’ they heard 
him murmur. ‘‘ Accum’ lated moisture ’s 
good for crops!”’ 


« 


“THERE had been a good deal of com- 
plaint about. service froma town 
which was the terminus of one of the 
road’s many branch lines. 
The president, being out 
Poy Maer» that way, resolved to see 
to it himself. He arrived 
there late in the afternoon and, having 
an hour or so to kill off before dinner, 
sauntered over to where a street-orator 
seemed to have attracted a great crowd. 


Accumulating 
Moisture. 
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he ’s never seemed to want to till this morning. 
‘Jim,’ he says to me this morning —of course he 
always calls me Jim — ‘Jim,’ he says, ‘you ’ve been 
after me a long time to give you a real live pointer, 
and this time, by George, I’m going to do it. 
What ’s more, I don’t care if you get yourself solid 
with a few of your friends by letting them in on it, 
too. Go ahead over there to the office where you 
trade and tell ’em that about eleven o’clock you 
expect a goad live one from me.’”’ 

Promptly at eleven one of the boys stepped up 
with the information that a messenger from Mr. 
Blank was outside. ‘‘ Tell him to come in,’’ said 
the bore grandly, ‘‘ tell him to come in.”’ 

A moment later the messenger, a colored man in 
livery, entered, and walking up to the table in the 
middle of the room put down a package about the 
size of a shoe-box. With a faint, ‘* Why—why 








The subject of the Socialist’s philippic 
was the railroad and the rotten service it 
was giving. For over half-an-hour, without 
a break, he kept it up —no facts or figures, but — 
just a steady stream of abuse against the road, its 
methods, its officials, and everything connected 
with it. ‘What the road needs in this town,” 
he finally shouted, ‘‘what we’ve got to make the 
road get, is terminal facilities!” 

The railroad man spat in disgust. He looked at 
his watch—nearly an hour. ‘‘ Terminal facilities !’’ 
—his deep voice came from the back of the crowd 
—‘*Terminal facilities! Why, that’s what you 
need yourself, my friend, and a damn sight worse 
than the railroad!”’ f 

‘‘ And the joke is,’’ the railroad man says in tell- 
ing the story, ‘‘the crowd seemed to think so too, 
and that was the end of the harangue.’’ 


“ 


"TH" office-bore in one of the odd-lot houses, 
where they always have plenty of people sitting 
around watching the ticker, got an awful jolt the 
other morning. He had come in just before the 
opening, particularly full of a sense 
of his own importance. To every 
one who would listen to him he con- 
fided that he had come in on the train with 
Blank — ‘‘ Blank way up in the Reid-Moore crowd, 
you know,’’ —and that Blank had promised to put 
him on to something good. 

‘‘Blank and I have been old friends for years,”’ 
he boasted, ‘‘and I’ve been after him for I don’t 
know how long to give me a real live pointer. But 


A Real 
Live Pointer. 





THE POLITICAL JEKYEL AND 


what ’s this?’’ and the eyes of the whole office on 
him, the bore cut the string». In a second there 
was a scramble and a yelp, and a healthy little 
pointer puppy was pawing around among the papers 
on the table. 

The bore is still a bore, but never since that day 
has anybody heard him talk of pointers which come 
to him from the seats of the mighty. 

Franklin, 


TRUTH UP TO DATE. 


. crushed to earth, will rise again, 
AS sure as pine is lumber. 
She will not only rise, but she 
Will get the chauffeur’s number! 


A FARMER’S WIFE. 


2 aes Ezra.— These women are always 
wanting something. 

UncLe Epsen.—That’s right. My wife’s 
pestering me to death to buy more land. She 
says the ten-acre field ain’t big enough to hang 
out the washing in during harvest season. 


A NEAR CONVERSATION. 


“ | HEARD to-day that you were thinking of 
“Not a word of truth it it. I don’t 
know how the report got out. ‘The fact is, I 
did intend, several months ago, to——” 
“Oh, then you must have changed your 
mind. In that case, I presume 2 
* No, not entirely that, either. If, however, 
I can arrange my affairs satisfactorily, it is not 
unlikely that I will——” 
“That would certainly be a good idea. So 
many men these days are——” 
“1 know it, and sometimes I think it is a very 
bad sign. On the other hand——” 
“Yes, of course. ‘There is some- 


” 











thing to be said on both sides. Now, 
Smith was telling me this morn- 
ing va 


“Yes, I understand exactly what 
you are driving at. Schopenhauer 
treats the matter very fully in one of his 
essays, but Leibnitz believes in ——” 

“Yes, | know that Leibnitz takes an 
entirely different view. ‘lhe secret of 
the matter seems to be that P 

“That’s it exactly. ‘loo much in- 
tolerance and not enough a 

“No, not enough idealism or, as 
some people express it, not enough 
of ws 

“Poetry of motion, we might say. 
Now, for my part, I hold e 

“And you are perfectly right. Per- 
fectly right. I don’t see how a 
practical man can reach any other 
conclusion.” 














“Nor I.” 
** Good-day.” 
**So-long.” = 2. Zz. 
se 
HIS STATUS 


e | E is in ‘Who’s Who,’ I believe?” 
“Yes, but he is much more 
prominent in ‘Here’s How!’” 


PITY ’TIS, ’TIS TRUE. 
Ey wee Some day I’m going to 


have a chicken farm. 
BRownE (who had).—On your 
hands! 


DEPENDING. 


oe NATURE runs pretty close 
to sample. The man who 
sneaks up a back alley to get cyclone 
insurance is sure that the fellow who 
crawls under the bed for a_ thunder- 
shower is a fool. San Francisco is_practi- 
cally certain that any German scare is a joke, 
while New York knows that we ’ll never have 
a war with Japan. 





WHILE HE ATE. 


WAITER.—No, sir! No mistake in your check, 
sir. Beef has gone up five cents since I filled 
your order, sir! 














THE LOAFER. 


ITTIN’ beside the river upon a quiet pier, 
Watchin’ the tide below me runnin’ in eddies queer, 
With a comfy spilin’ to lean on, an’ a coolin’ breeze to blow, 
Au’ the river traffic passin’ the same as an endless show, 
I have n’t no time fer workin’; here’s job enough fer a guy, 
Sittin’ beside the river an’ watchin’ the boats go by. 


Here is a monster liner, her decks all crowded an’ gay, 

Ao’ there is an old wind-jammer, as beautiful as a dray ; 

An’ the ferries, loaded with people, is hurryin’ over an’ back, 
An’ a fireboat hoots her warnin’ as the smoke pours out her stack. 











| 


It’s a regular movin’ picture that greets my rovin’ eye 
When I’m sittin’ beside the river an’ watchin’ the boats go by. 


Fer the dingy old steam-freighters goes wallowin’ out to sea, 
An’ I wonders where they ’re goin’ an’ what their cargoes be; 
Then a steam-yacht follows after—all shiny white an’ clean,— 
An’ a tug with a string of barges comes puffing upon the scene, 
An’ in an’ out of the shippin’ the little motor-craft fly 

While | sits here by the river an’ watches the boats go by. 


I sits an’ dreams about ’em, the ships an’ the people, too, 

The places they are goin’, the dreams they ’re bringin’ true— 

It ’s the whole big world before me, with all of its fate an’ chance, 
Business an’ love an’ glory, pleasure an’ brave romance, 

I find ’em all in the shippin’, an’ that is the reason why 

I’m sittin’ here by the river an’ watchin’ the boats go by! 


Berton Braley 


SCIENCE BRIEFS. 


Pp steak and woodcock have been added to the food acceptable 


to vegetarians. 
Cattle in Delaware County are reported to be so wild you cannot 


even tame the butter. 
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REASSURING. 


Prim Lavy Guest.— It seems strange that in so many of these little 
towns a decent respectable hotel will not pay. 

Country LANDLORD.—I know it, but it’s a fact. 
could n’t make a ‘‘go”’ of it! 


I tried it here and 





STUNG! 


A Jersey mosquito, while out for a lark, 


Stung a millionaire’s neck by mistake in the dark. 
Now the poor little ‘‘skeeter”’ no longer goes out, 
As his banquet has laid him up stiff with the gout. 


THE HUNDRED PER CENT. MALE. 


RS. GERTRUDE ATHERTON, the novelist, is on the stump 
, for the Democratic candidate for President, Wilson of New 
Jersey. She led off with a speech in San Francisco which was 
a good deal superior to the efforts of most spelibinders, and included in her 
address was a description of Col. Roosevelt which sheds new light upon 
that character, which has been self-analyzed as a “better warrior than 
prophet.” “ Seventy years ago,” said Mrs. Atherton, « Charlotte Bronté 
invented Roosevelt in the character of Rochester. Since that time women 
have loved Rochester, the man who was one hundred per cent. male. JI 
confess I have a sneaking affection for the type myself.” 
Clever and frank of Mrs. Atherton. This may explain to a great 
degree the fascination exerted over a tremendous num- 
ber of American men and women by the per- 
sonality of the mighty hunter. Consider the 
one hundred per cent. male. He is as 
hard as nails; he ts always trained 
down to bexing condition; he will 
strip to the buff, climb into the ring, 
and essay to knock his opponent 
through the ropes. His ethics are those 
of the jungle. He is as spiritual as 
a bolo-man from Mindanao. He 
believes in hitting the line hard, even if 
he knocks down an innocent bystander or 
two. His spear knows no brother, and Dear 
Maria can testify that itis sometimes myopic as to sex, too. Do you remind 
him of what he said yesterday? He replies that itis a false and malicious 
The mind of the one hundred per cent. male remembers no inept 
yesterdays. He is a powerful, lusty, unforgiving, acquisitive human 
mechanism—this one hundred per cent. male. If the social conditions 
were slightly different in the world, most of us would find the possession of 
a gun a cheerful thing when the one hundred per cent. male comes around. 
It is our pleasure to believe, in these so-called civilized days, that the 
one hundred per cent. male is an anachronism. Butis he? Offhand it 
might be said that the one hundred per cent. male is, in our times, 
abnormal—a reversion to type. Is that so? Jt must be confessed that 
prise-fighting, football,and war thrive with us as with no other people in 
the world. vssibly the persons who delight in these are one hundred 
per cent. female. If that is so, November ought to produce some results as 
important to biology as to politics. 
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aA 
HER ABILITY. 


" ay invariably hits upon some of the cleverest ideas in millinery 
“ Indeed?” 

“Yes. Her latest is a combined hat and folding-bed, a perfectly 

practicable device enabling women to live in flats and yet keep approxi- 

mately up with the procession.” 











an is @ parlousily curious animal; 


at least he is the only creature that 


feels itself insulted on being called an animal! 














| A NEw PERIL. 
Be careful when you’re 


making love; 
Talk airy chaff, 
Don’t forget the danger of | 


The dictagraph. 


Be wary when, to plan a The skin welcomes Pears’ 
crime, 

You meet your staff. Soap. It geutly cleanses, 

You may encounter in due |. freshens and beautities 

time N ° : 

ever irritates nor acts 

| harshly. 


The dictagraph. 
A man engaged in crooked | 
cece | Have you used Pears’ 
Soon gets the gaff. 
The latest complication is | Soap? 
The dictagraph. 
— Kansas City Journal. 


Get it anywhere. 








and refreshing beverage. 


Bottled only at the brewery in crystal clear bottles, 
.\ showing at a glance that it is clean and pure. 


Phone or write for a case. 


Supplied by Best Dealers Everywhere. 
Served in Leading Hotels and Cafes. 





The Always Welcome Beverage 


T is Blue Ribbon time when you are hot, thirsty or tired. A most healthful 
beverage that both refreshes and invigorates. No other beer can approach 
it in flavor or in all around deliciousness. Its popularity is due to the 

successful and honest efforts of its makers to produce a pure, wholesome 
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~ RRR greg 
THE ACTRESS.—Why don’t you go in for this cinematograph acting? 
THE AcCTOR.—My dear girl —I would, like a bird, but I could never 


flicker about quick enough.— 7%e Sketch. 














The piquancy of a Sherbet is attained by using a dash 
of Abbott's Bitters. Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in 
stamps. OU. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 











Puck Proofs * Puck 


Copyright 1910 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 





TIME, THREE A.M.——ASLBEP AT LAST. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 11 x 8 in. 


By Angus MacDonail. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 








This is but one woes the PUCK PROOFS. Send ten 


@s. for Fifty-page Catalogue of Reproductions in Miniature.  A44re* PUCK, new York 














Walk, —— You, Walk! 


THIS is the poem 
that you read in 
PUCK years ago and 
have been looking for 
ever since. We have 
now issued 


“WALK, 
—— YOU, 
WALK !” 


as a Booklet,in large; 
readable type, with the 
original illustrations, at 


Ten Cents per Copy. 














Admirers of this famous poem will appreciate the opportunity to secure copies in handy pocket form. 
For sale by all booksellers and newsdealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of “m4 Address 


PUCK, : 295-309 Lafayette Street, : New York | 


























determines the buying 
choice of connoisseurs— 










ars’ they consider price only 
ses in so far asit may buy super- 
He. iority—they uniteon Cook’s. 
ues. Be coldly critical of 

ucts 

ars’ 


As you drink it, com- 
pare it with all the other 
champagnes you eve: 
liked—point for point— 
purity, life, bouquet, 
flavor; and you will de- 
cide in favor of Cook’s, 
irrespective of price. 
And remember this dif- 
ference in price is 
due only to duty 
(60%) and ocean 
freight (40%) — 
Cook’s cost goes 
into quality 2 
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Bull Moose.— Columbia State. 
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ALL coons do not look alike to the 








A Happy OvuTLook. 


In Detroit they tell of a young man 
who, although he made a great deal of 
money, was always in debt because of 
his extravagance. Not long ago, how- 
ever, he wooed and won a young 
woman of great wealth, and imme- 
diately things took a roseate hue. 

During the honeymoon the bride 
ventured to ask hubby whether the 
fact that she had money made any dif- 
ference to him. 

“To be sure it does, my love,’ 
the unexpected response. 

Whereupon wifey was a bit alarmed. 
“What difference?” she asked. 

“ Why, darling,” continued the hus- 
band, “it is such a comfort to know 
that if I should die you ’d be provided 
for.” 

“And if I should die?” added the 
bride. 

“Then, darling,” was the reply, 
“I'd be provided for.” — Lippincott’s. 


was 


Jupce.—You say the man died a 
natural death ? 

WitNess.—Yes, your honor. 

Jupce.— But I thought he was shot ? 

Witrness.—So he was, judge. But 
he was practising on the trombone at 
the time.— Yonkers Statesman. 


“SHE would rather fight than eat.” 

“That is a foolish figure of speech. 
Nobody would rather fight than eat.” 

“She proved it. When she was in 
jail she had to be forcibly fed.”— 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 





OF BRAINS 


GARS 





Since the decision rendered by the United States Supreme 
Court, it has been decided bythe Monks hereafter to bottle 


CHARTREUSE 


(Liqueur Péres Chartreux) 


both being identically the same article, under a combi- 
nation label representing the old and the new labels, and 
in the old style of bottle bearing the Monks’ familiar 
insignia, as shown in this advertisement. 

According to thé decision of the U. S. Supreme 
Court, handed down by Mr. Justice Hughes on May 
29th, 1911, no one but the Carthusian Monks (Peres 
Chartreux) is entitled to use the word CHARTREUSE 
as the name or designation of a Liqueur, so their victory 
in the suit against the Cusenier Company, representing 
M. Henri Lecouturier, the Liquidator appointed by the 
French Courts, and his successors, the Compagnie 
Fermiere de la Grande Chartreuse, is complete. 

The Carthusian Monks (Peres Chartreux), and they 
alone, have the formula or recipe of the secret process 
employed in the manufacture of the genuine Chartreuse, 
and have never parted with it. There is no genuine 
Chartreuse save that made by them at Tarragona, Spain. 


ME 





CHARTREUSE 4 


9 





At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafes 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
Sole Agents for United States. 
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In NEw York. 
“ Horrible murder you had here. ‘Think of shooting down a man on a Dbril 
liantly-lighted thoroughfare! ” 


“That ’s just the trouble,” said the New York policeman. ‘They ought to 


have picked out a dark street.” — Avening Sun. 
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SUBBUBS.” .- 
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Miss SMITH.—Will you make your speech now, Mr. Rant, or will you 
let them enjoy themselves a little longer ?— Zhe Tatler. 








the very best. 


a 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Ab- 
bott’s Bitters be used in making it ; insures your getting 
C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 
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Lame and Grow Fat ! Take PUCK and Leash § 














Like the Man 
in the 


Barber Chair 











You take no risk 
when you 


Subscribe for 


Queae 


The Foremost and Most Widely Quoted Humorous Weekly 





As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 


It is attractive pictorially, because its artifis are among the bea. 

It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 

It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of the times. 

It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


Published Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 
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if your newsdealer does n’t handle 
PUCK, ask him to order 


it for you. 


PUCK, New York 


Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
~ eee package of sample copies of 


Tell Your Newsdealer 





NAME 000 0ceeees 


Address 


PPT e PCP Tree eee 


NEXT WEEK. 
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NEXT PRESIDENT! 





Democrats and Progressives will want a copy of this 
life-like picture, which has been pronounced 
petent critics to be the finest portrait on the market of the 
Democratic Nominee for the Presidency. 


Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 


GOvVERNOR’sS GOVERNOR. 


When the late Senator Taylor of 
Tennessee was governor of that State 
he was interrupted just as he sat down 
to luncheon at home one day by a 
message from the Capitol to the effect 
that two men from an outside town 
wanted to see the governor at once. 

‘The governor said to Sam, his negro 
butler, who brought in the message: 
“Sam, tell them I'll be right down.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Sam. 

“Sam,” broke in Mrs. Taylor, “you 
tell them the governor will be down 
in half-an-hour—after he has finished 
his luncheon.” 

“Sam,” said the governor, “I'll be 
right down.” 

“In half-an-hour, Sam,” said Mrs. 
Taylor. 

“Sam,” said the governor, “do you 
know who is governor of Tennessee?” 

“Yessir,” replied Sam. “I'll tell 
‘em you'll be down in half-an-hour.” 
— Saturday Evening Fost. 
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FRESH AIR. 

SHE.—I am almost baked. I have 
been shut up in a close, stuffy room for 
two hours. 

Hr.—What 
that? 
| SHE.—A meeting of our Fresh-Air 


was the occasion for 


PUCK’S PORTRAIT OF THE Seamneclliancteniain 


Hon. Woodrow Wilson 


In Colors, Size 14x21 inches 


SECURELY WRAPPED AND MAILED | 
ANYWHERE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE 
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HENRY 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 34 ani 36 Bleecker Stree: : 
Branco Warkuousk: 2 Beekman Street. § 


‘LINDENMEYR & SONS 


New Youk 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 





IF YOU LIKE HUNTING, 
FISHING, 















Agents 
CAMPING, 
Wanted ares 
You will like the 
NATIONAL 
where, 
7, SPORTSMAN 
ull par: This magazine contains 160 
° Pages or more, crammed 
ticulars from cover to cover with 
photos from life, stories of 
sent when hunting, fishing, camping 
and tramping which will 
you thrill and interest you. This 
monthly visitor will lure 
you pleasantly away from 
answer the monotonous grind of 
everyday work to the 
this healthful atmosphere of 
Field, Wood and Stream 
4 Single copies 15e. Year! 
adver- Subscription with watc 
“ fob 81.00 
tisement, 
. . 
Special Trial 


Offer 
Send us 25 cents, 


Stamps or coin, 
and we will send 
you the National 
Sportsman for 8 
months, also 
one of our heavy 
burnished Or- 
molu Gold Watch 
Fobs (regular 
price Oc.) as here 
shown, with russet 
leather strap and 
gold-plated buckle. 








___NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, 78 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 








-Geo.W2 Hoffman Co. indianapolis, Ind. 


OUT OF THE MOUTH OF BABES. 





‘*Tell me, dear, is it because you find me very pretty that you 
look at me all the time?” 


‘‘Oh, no, madam, it isn’t that. but papa says you are a two- 
faced woman, and so | am searching for the other one.” 


—Le Sourire. 
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THE KIND YOUR 
GRANDFATHER 
USED 

STILL THE BEST. 









Note style 


2% bottling 
This is the 


Guaranteed 
Original 
ackage. 


















A taste that 
you can recognize and a 
smoothness that you will 
remember. 


BERNHEIM DISTILLING Co 
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a Lovisvitte Ky. 


THINKING It OVER. 





“Ma caught Pa kissing the hired 
girl.” 

“What's she going to do about it?” 

“That’s the trouble. She doesn’t 
know. She can’t make up her mind 
whether to get rid of Pa or the hired 
girl. Sometimes she says she thinks 
she can get a new husband easier 
than she can get a new servant.” — 
Evening Sun. 


HopELess 10 THE THIRSTY. 
WILLy. — Pa, what’s a 
case P 

Pa.—Twelve empties. 


he »peless 


Lippincott’s. 


USE THE FA 


SAFE. GENTLE. EFFECTIVE .FOR RELIEF OF 
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WE GIVE EVERY 
pov aint ONE 





for a little time and less effort than you think. 

You unconsciously advertise us while playing, 
driving or touring in the CYCLEMOBILE, 

The CYCLEMOBILE is anewly perfected machine 
not on the market for sale on account of our large 
exclusive contract with the inventors, It is built 
like a real Motor Car with two speeds, forward and 
reverse, besides a neutral coaster speed. The Body 
and Hood are Pressed Steel and second growth ash, 
supported on a Chassis frame of Rolled Steel angle 
iron, capable of carrying the weight of five full 
grown men. The Axles are also of Steel and Wheels 
Rubber Tired. The front wheels pivot on reguiation 
* Motor Car steering knuckles, eliminating all dan- 

ger of upsetting on curves. We simply cannot give 
you ove hundredth part of the real Specifications 
in this limited space, but send in the coupon 
and we will TELL IT ALL. 
oo 
MOTOR CAR PUB. CO., 
KANSAS CITY, MO. 
Dear Sirs: PccK 
Kindly mail me full details 
and Specifications of your 
CYCLEMOBILE offering, 
and oblige, 





we 


MOTROAR, 


Sincerely yours, 
DAME socccece cesesece 











Address 
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Just as sure as the little 
apples grow on trees you’re 
going to get P. A. joy’us. 
Can’t help yourself! Geta 
flying start, now—if you’ve 
got red blood a-speedin’ 
through your veins— for 
the goin’s simply great! 








oe ING home folks in the family album and com- 

ing face-to-face with the tidy red Prince Albert 
portraits is pretty much the same thing—kind of makes 
you feel like you were in the hands of your friends! 























Easiest thing ever for you and P. A. to call each other 
by your first names, because P. A. simply won’t broil your 
fongue or parch or sting your throat, whether you smoke it in 
a jimmy pipe or roll up a cigarette. Sting’s removed bya 
patented process! Sure is tobacco in a class by itself! 


PRINGE ALBERT 


the national joy smoke 





is the pick of most men of America who smoke pipes, Pa ~~ (~ = 


because it’s regular human, man-tobacco with the Loe _ he 
good all left in and the bite /eft out! — 


As a cigarette it’s doctor’s orders for what ails you ! 
You never did get such a cool, delicious, long- 
burning smoke. Not chaff, not dust, nota fire- 
brand, but sweet, delicious tobacco that tastes 
as good as it smells! 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO., 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 


Buy P. A. inthe toppy 
5ccloth bags; 10c tidy 
red tins; and hand- 
some glass or tin 
pound and half-pound 
humidors—anywhere! 














